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And there are many whose hearts are in their mouths
every time Mr. Jim Lawrence goes down, for he is almost
too brave and has so many falls: he is one of the boldest
riders ever seen in the Run. One for whom a big future
is prophesied is Mr. Eric Rylands, who had the Italian
Cup in his pocket and threw it over the edge of Shuttle-
cock. But Cresta riders never grumble if they are beaten.

Mr. Rylands is not only a brave man on the Cresta
Run. Once on a long vacation from Cambridge he took
the job of courier to fourteen American girls on a trip
round Europe. "Put away that baby stuff; try some
proper liquor/' they told him when he ordered cham-
pagne cocktails. And they put away enough gin to
encourage him to start a juniper shrubbery and sell the
proceeds to Mr. Henry Home for Seager Evans's distil-
leries. For I note a great deal of their gin is drunk on
the Continent.

In one night-club Mr. Rylands walked in with his
flock, temporarily their sole escort. In half an hour he
was sitting at his table drinking alone: all his charges
had provided themselves with dancing partners in that
time. The departure from Rome railway station was
like a battle of flowers; not a soul did they know
on their arrival four days previously, but fourteen young
American girls in an Italian city soon recruit its
manhood.

The air of St. Moritz is conducive to gaiety; the
slightest amount of alcoholic refreshment, when taken
at a height of 5,000 feet, is apt to cause light-headedness.
Luckily the control of one's behaviour is a prerogative
of the Britisher. However, exceptions are unfortunately
found, and it is gratifying to know that some disciplinary
action has been taken to prevent the possible recurrence